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Rock-A-Bye-Baby
Cringe-making, they say.  Say what?

It’s not cringe-making that makes them mad,

But the blood and the gore and the death

Which show them their path to insanity.

Insane, once calm; now lost, once placed

Neatly within the folds of our comforting.

Creased to perfection in our cradle,

They attempt to scramble back from the deeper fabrics of life.

Sitting silently – uncomfortably - in their rocking chairs,
Their endeavour to frustrate the amplitude of peace.
Eyes flutter in the harshly clean air as their mind’s 

Eye shudders in the memory of amicable loss.

Rock-a-bye-baby, in-the-tree-top,

When the guns fire, your heart will soon stop;

Open up, little baby; your images are but dreams;

Your friends are no longer here:  War has killed them, too.

